THE  RACE  FOR THE GUADARRAMA PASSES
no," was her reply, "It belongs to 1117 Novio." She then
added with pride, "I could use it, however, if the Fascists
were to attack us here " She and her companions were
just pretty little dolls with about as much brains, but
later in the campaign I was to come across other Red
militia women of a different calibre and I was to find
proved again the truth that in Revolutions, the bad and
cruel women are ten times as bad as the worst of the
men
After a long wait, during which several comrades
pressed on me wine and cigarettes which it took me con-
siderable pains to refuse, I was told by a dirty-looking old
man that the Committee of Public Safety of Irun was
ready to receive me. I was ushered in and found them
seated round a table busily engaged in copying, in a round
and innocent child-like hand, a Red manifesto which they
meant to set up. There were printing machines avail-
able in the town, but the men had all scattered and it
was impossible to find a single compositor. They ex-
plained this rather deprecatingly to me. Then, in reply
to my request that I be allowed to take the high road
with my car and travel to Burgos, the grey-haired chair-
man, backed up by a hatchet-faced young man with red
hair and spectacles, who I later discovered was the secre-
tary of the Communist Party and a local schoolteacher,
put forward a lengthy explanation for his refusal "We
have to protect ourselves against the Fascists who are
attacking us," he said "We have had to make many
prisoners and to shoot many of them, and we cannot
allow you, whom we do not know, to travel through our
lines, see what we are doing and where our forces are,
and then go on to Burgos. You might be carrying
messages for them; you might be spying out the ground
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